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t.Soul. But the King hath a heauy reckoning to male 
If his caufe be not good ; when all thofc foules 
Whofe bodies frail be flaughtered here, 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch 3 place. Some fwearing ; 

Some their wines rawly lefc ; 

Some leauing their children poorc bchinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruar.t 
As Factor into another Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry. 

You may fay the bufineffe of the Mailer 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortunc. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any leud a&ion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwer for his feruant, 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubie&s j 
For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they craue their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them .• 

Others the broken feale of Forgery, in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-drip the law. 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore 1 would haue euery fouldier examine himfclfe. 
And wafr euery moth out of his confcicnce. 

That in fo doing, hemay be the readier for dcathj 
Or not dying,why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3. .SW. I faith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne head, T 

__ 


Wl 


_______ 


1AM SHAKESPEARE Henry V (STC 22291) LONDON, 160I 



of Henry the f ft. 

I would not haue the king anfwer for me, 

Yet I intend to fight ludily for him. 

AW.WelljI heard the king wold not be ranfomd, 

a.sf»/.lhe faidfo,to make vs fight; 

But when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd, 

Andweneuerthe wifer. 

KingXi I Hue to fee that, ile neuer trud his word agawe 
2.5W.MafTe you’l pay him then, 

Tis a great difpleafure that an elder 
Gun can do againd a Cannon, 

Or a fubie£f againd a Monarch. 

You’l nere take his word againe.you are a nafle.goe. 

Kingdom reptoofe is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were it not at this time I could be angry. 

2 Soul. Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 

fo»£.How frail I know thee? , , , 

a.Jw/Z.Here’s my g’oue, which if euer I fee in thy hat, 

lie challenge thee,and dnke thee. 

KingHere is likewiie another of mine. 

And aflure thee ile weave it. 

2,&>»/.Thou dar’d as wellbchangd. 

3 .Soul. Be friends you fooles, 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englifr broyles. 

King.Tis no treafon to cut French Crowncs, 

For to morrow the King himlelfc will be a clipper. 

Exit the fottldiers. 

Enter to the King , GloceSter gingham t 
and Attendants. 

Kittg.O God of battels deele my fouldiers baits, 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which dand before them, 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day, not too day O God, 


Thinke 



